Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
here. He is a royalist and has small sympathy with the
Revolution. In the case of an attack on our home hy the
townspeople, he wouldn't lift a finger. You need not con-
sider the rest of us, Napoleon, but at least think of your
mother."
"There is a time, my dear brother, to be politic, and a
time not to be," replied Napoleon, who had been listening
impatiently. "We have got nowhere by diplomacy. Now
is the time to strike."
Finishing abruptly, he sat down at the table, seized
Joseph's quill and a sheet of paper, and rapidly scribbled
off a note in his almost undecipherable handwriting. Then
he went to a window which gave out on the terrace, where,,
he had observed, their new servant, Maria Antonia, was
talking with an admirer. Signaling the youth, he gave
him a few sous and ordered him to take the note to the
Abbe Fesch.
In five minutes the apple-cheeked abbe appeared, look-
ing nettled and disturbed, because from experience he
suspected he was to be called on to pull some of his
nephew's chestnuts out of the fire. Besides, one of the
natives had just hurled imprecations after him for taking
the oath of allegiance to the French Assembly which had
driven out the monks.
As he deposited his broad clerical hat on the table>
he addressed Napoleon.
"It would have been more fitting, my nephew, had you
waited on me* Yet you send for me, and for what? To
abet you in a fresh intrigue when I have had disagree-
able evidence of your old ones. A parishioner of mine just
swore at me for a traitor priest!"
Napoleon sat down opposite, attempting to mollify
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